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He stood on the hititop, the last Harlem Billy,
The frost on his whitkers was heavy and ¢old;
For Harlem he sighed, though Itz winds were go

chilly, 5
As he #adly rememborad the good days of old.
Then & flat-house attracted his eye's sad devotlon,
For-it ross' from the spot whers he first saw the
lght, "
Whers once, In the fire of his youthful emotion,
Ha ate up a cartload of cans In one night.

“Bad Is my fate!” sald the heartbroken Billy;
“The tom cat and cur to a covert can flee,
But I have no refuge, was fired willy-nilly—
A home and o country remaln not {6 me,
Never again in the green sunny bowers
Where my forefathers lived up in Featherbed
lane,
Slm.ll 1 chew circus posters through long. happy
hours;
Alas! the fond longing will ever be vain!

“Harlem, my country! though sad and forsaken,
In dreams I'll revisit thy hills and thy vales
When, alas! in a far, foreign land I awaken,
And sigh for a luncheon of ten-penny nalls.
O cruel fate! wilt thou never replace me
On a nlee rocky hill In the Harlem of yore,
Where villatnous boys will have no chance to
chase me?— |
I hear the response; it |s 'Wo; nevermore!’

“Where i= the shanty that stood by the wildwood?
It Is gona to make room for a twelve-story flat,
And so many changes have come since my child-
hood
That really now I don't know where I'm at.
Oh, my sad heart! long abandoned by pleasure, .
Grieve for thy losses, for one and for all,
Tears, like the raindrops, may fall without meas-
ure,
But the Tarlem of old they can pever reeall.

“yet, all its sad recollectiong repressing,
One parting wish my fond heart now can give—
Harlem! an exile bequeathes thee his blessing!
Land of my forefathers—Coatville—long live!
Now must I hies me beyond Spuyten Duyvil,
Beyond the domaln where the Janitors dwell,
But roam‘where 1 may, thou wilt not have a
rival—
Harlem! Dear Harlem!
welll"

Sweet Harlem, fare-
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In his cheerless attio, lighited by stragpling mosnheams,
a young man sat in solitude. With the gnawing despon-
déncy of realized faflure he pazed despairingly at & prom-
inent object upon the riskety 1lftle table before him. T4
was a huge pile of world~-worn manuseripty plentifully in-
terspersed with ominous little cards which (n distress-
Ingly formal language expressed regret for rejection
of contributions.

Hils was no unusual case, So common wag -
it, in fact, that the tale scarcely Justifies o
narration. r / r

Some time before, in his éomfortable / .
country home, he had become infect- /
ed by that dread disease endéemie (n

L]

The proprietors of the well-known Ne Plug Tltra brand
of chicken soup were sitting in thelr office one morning.
The senior partner was reading the newspaper. and the
=1 Junior partner was busy with the correspondencs. He

> Tead letter after letter, which had beenopened ready for
him by hi=s typewriter, and in a few words indicated
the reply to be made to each,
At length he read one which seemed to reguire a
second perusal., Then he read it the third
time, after which he said to his partner:
““This is the funnlest letter I've read In a
_long time.”

'\\'I'he senior portner lafd down his

newspaper and' replied:

rural distriets, the desire to move “Read it."
to & large city and therein oom- , N \ The junlor partner reatl as fol-
pel recognition of those talents b lows: a

‘“‘Messra, Pluck & Bovle:
L "Dear Sirs—WIN you be king
enough to’ guote us prices om
wishibones In cases of 1,000
each? If you have not hith-
erto been able to dlsposs of
| your swishbones to advan.
tege, it will pay you fto
enter into correspondence
with s, as we have a large
and increasing demand for
wishbanes for decorative
' purposes, Yours troly,
PAYSTE & PAYNTRE."

*“What do yon .think of
J that?" asked the junjor mem.

ber of the chicken soup firm,
“That's a good Joke," replied
the sénlor member. *“Where are
Payste & Paynte located?"
“gt. Louls."
‘““Well, you will simply have to reply
that you have no wishbones for sale,
and that you can't imagine how they
got the idea into thelr hesds that we
have."

Turning to the typewriter the junior
7 o s member dictated the followlng letter:
Aty o  “Messrs. Pnyste & Paynter, St. Louis:
O 0 % “Depr Sirs—We regret to have to reply to
yvour favor of the 6th inst. that we have no wish-
bones for sale. We cannot understand how you
should imagine we had. We never heard of wishhones

appreclation of which was tm-
possible In his limfted sphere at
home., He would #ally forth.
The world must be his. Had /
he not been born on a farm?
Had he not contributed to |
the support of aged parents? |
That was enough to fnsure |
suecess, and he knew I
well, ase he had read many | I

whoge success it was plainly
implied was that they had
spent thelr early life under |
Just such conditions as these |
which had developed him. He\
would take theé world of litera-
ture by assault. A new, bright
star would ascend to Its -hwvens.'\
He was well equipped for conquest,
Hadn't he read an original poem be-
fore the .annual church  festival? \
Hadn't he furnished the country paper
with Jocal personals which showed mar-
vellous style, plquaney and veracity?
So It was that, confldent of Imimediate
recognition, he journeyed to the great city,
How he wrote night and day! How pro- G‘
Hflc his pen! How voluminous his eontribu-
tions! S -D\ Wedg a OV
Alas! It was the same old story! How futile hi.s 3;_” wb_; ding 1 g going to h:we“ wﬁm'
Sohiet Shoulg a jittle girl like ¥° ,eﬂ
And now, refduckd to surroundings of milsery and poverty,, that when she married 98

the one and only reason of \

POTENTATE—Heave you ordered the néw war-

ships?
© PRIME MINISTER—Yes, sire. _

*“Have you given directions to Increase the size
of our standing army?”

“Yes, sire.”

“Have you doubled our usual order for arms
and ammunition?"*

“Yesn, sire.” )

“Have you hurled deflance at our enemies?”

*Yes, sire"

“Have you caused the publication of m TRMOoT
that we are simply itching for a fight, and don’t
particularly mind who knocks the chip off our
lihmlldeﬂ"

“Yen, sire.

“Then affix the stamp of our royal 1nﬂoraemmt
to the plans of the Unlversal Peace Congress.”

bhe Was a Revolationist.

DOLLY SWIFT—Has Mrs. Puffington any
ground for claiming to be a Daughter of the Rev-
olutlonT

BALLY GA!’—O‘L yes. Her father used to run
& merry-go-round.

. bis Word bis Bond.
MAUD (regretfully)—Tes, he proposed last night,
hutlh.ﬂtnrojeethlm.
. CEARICE—But you say you fove him
~ MAUD—I do, dearly; but pa had disposed of me

hﬂummmummno\mh
%htMMnmmuldﬂr
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At all” _ v

belng found In wveal esr-
casses before, Yours, afc..
“PLUCK & BOYL®E™/
“I think that will seftle
them,” remarked the junior
partner, as the typewrites
ook down the notes.

e Knew the Frezk.
JENKS—No fool like &n
ald fool, Now look at that
woman over theére in that
freak bloycle rig. See her?
WILKS-—Yos, I sa6 her,
JENKS—Well, ailnt she a
slght? What a fon] her
husband must be to lat her
logse In such o costume! *
WILKS—I know he I&
. JENKS—Knpow him, do
yoR? L L
WILKS—0Oh, yes. T'm him.

contemplating the beauties
of death and the Inade-
quate compensations for
‘existence, he sees that all *
is In valn.

Often In the history of
the world has it been that
in just such hopeless mo-
ments defeat has been
changed to triumph, ster-
1ty to fecundity.

Belzing pen and paper,
the young man in inspired
frenzy daszhes off a product
‘of his braln. _

To & newspaper office he
rushes. He s admitted.
‘Without hesitation his eon-
tribution is accepted and
money, more than a Hberal
price, changes| hands. At
last he has suceeaded.

In the ‘morning Issue It
appears. What throbbing,
ecstatie, rapturous biiss it
must excite to see for the
first time 4 creation of
your own before the public
eye, to find yourself pro-
claimed =2 sucecessful au- -
thor! v

Hé sees 4t in print, &nd
here it is: .

"WAH‘TQD—B) a ypung
man of gvod habits, a situ-
atlon; win talke anB

g

|Non-@ompmittal.
MRS, BROWN—Haveyou

donr nelghbor, yet? L

MRS, JONES—Ob, vyes,
Andeed, often,
MRS, BROWN—What do
_¥ou think of her?

MRS, JONES—You know,
I never criticiee my neigh-
bors,and T'wonld be the last
to speaklll of any Gne s 1
. will g0 50 i‘nrn,w gay that
'* T m wm m- WQ

The questlons are so sadly vexed that hinge on
woman's rights;

“Shall we in bloomers strids the biks, cast votes,
gtay out o' nights?"

"Whao'shall be master of the house, the lady or the

cook?"

“Shall we, for every Ilttle fanlt. by «men be
brought to book?”

Such (questions are debatable, but thls you will
agree:

“If there were not a she on earth there wonld not
be & hel”

Tou're satlafled yon know It all, complacent crea-
ture, myan!

And that-you shape otr destinies to serve your
soverelgn plan;

But while you're strong, we're stubborn—we're

subtle I you're wise—
How easlly we pull the wool n'er your discerning
eves!

Becguse momie of the more dldvanced thelr sex’s
wiya eschew,

Desire to be In costume the duplicate of sou,

Don't fancy we'ra all sanxious to renounce the
skirts and frilis—

Not while you can be relled on to defray the
modiste’s bllls,

We'll order, order, order, by the menstre, by the
bale,

And ignore those valn objections so pecullar to
the male.

We'll naver fell you flatly what we will or what
we ‘wont,

For thers are ways of dolng things that seem to.
and yet don't.

So away your little sesptre, {f you like, till jude-
ment day,

You're welovme to Imagine that sometimes you

+ have your way!

Some nuestions are debatable, but thik, you will
agree:

“It thers were not a he on eésrth thers would not
be a shel”

With a Musecular Baek,

“You grouldn't think 1t to look at him. but he
can earry - a tune with the best of thiem."

*Tenor or basso?

“Naither., He's an organ grinder.”
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met Mrs. Smith, your next

“Geal” muttered:Smith, as he stood by the bar
With BlsdArien Brown listeaulng toa music box as
it datams teally ground out wurlous tunes; *J like
to ‘hear these diurn (hings, don't you?"

“Sometimes, but 1 remember one the gound of
which 1 never looked forwird. to," Brown replied.

“Fou 'see’ he wontinueil, “It was this way: 1
used to have & girl upon whoum I esiled, and every

=night at if o'olock; Just as the hands-of o g, old

clodk on the mantelplpce Indiguted tline hour, the
mechinigm of the articls set 5ff a muwio box son-
taiped within apd started up 4 tune which con-
tinued to resound through the room for severs)
minutes,  How long I conldn't stte, as I never
atayed long enough to see it through™

“Thit's wery interesfing,' remarkeg
“What was. u;; tune ™

"The tune,” sald Brown, “‘was thit grand ol
hymn ontitied ‘Are You Golng Hohe To-night?
accempanizd by the ominous rattls of & dog chain
Wind the departurg-ingiting sound o6f heavy foot«
steps desvending to thg parior.”

Smith.

A Woman's Wish.
MRS D{):lcaa—-‘rau do’ Jovs l:hat oat, don't
you?
una..cunwmm—-reg dndped. She's all the
Jworld to me. 1 often wish 1 was rich, so l.!m{ 1
“conld buy panary birds for her

How It happned.

QUERICUS—Fow was It he 108t ro much ‘honey.
1& sclie the thing dIil.n'ﬂ BoupT
M : t m a m me!:lm .




